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turn constitute the decorative background,'* Spring Days, he said,
was the "prelude" to this book, which would be called Don Juan.
"If I ever write a great novel," he announced to Madame Lanza,
"it will be Don Juan," and he had some notion of portraying this
traditional character as a complex psychological study, instead
of " only a pretty boy with whom numerous women fell in love".
Yet, after the book appeared, he wrote to Madame Lanza:

"I am a great admirer of Jane Austen and I said to myself,
' I will recreate Jane Austen's method in Spring Days.' It was
an attempt not to continue but to recreate Pride and Prejudice,
Emma, etc. Apparently I have failed horribly."

He had indeed! That a writer already the author of four
novels should have so little appraisement of his own powers, even
allowing for his vanity and his unbalanced critical outlook, seems
beyond belief. But in Avowals, he asserts his view that Jane Austen
"described the society of which she was part and parcel", and
invented "the formula whereby domestic life may be described."
What seems to have happened, therefore, was that, starting out
with his Don Juan notion, he placed it against the background
of country society, which he saw in Sussex, and which he intended
to treat as he had treated Dublin in A Drama in Muslin, then read
Jane Austen on remembering that she had written of county
society, and finally floundered in a morass of confusion, with
Zola pulling on one hand, Jane Austen on the other, and Flaubert
and Huysmans in turn hanging on to the hair of his head.

The sales of Spring Days were so slight that the surplus copies
continued to be re-issued for a long time in a variety of bindings.
But in spite of its utter failure, Moore went on to write the
promised sequel, which appeared in 1889 as Mike Fletcher, and
failed only less completely than its predecessor* Moore thought
he was writing a masterpiece in this tale of a raffish, unprincipled
egotistical bounder and his amours; he told Madame Lanza that
his publishers and the friends " who have seen fragments" thought
it bis best book. Frank Harris was among the friends and ardent
in his encouragement, but on reading the completed book, he
first decided that it was not so good as A Mummer*$ Wife and then